THEY    GO    HO ME	589
"I must have some tea," she announced. "It's no good,
we must talk it over-if I went to bed I shouldn't sleep
a wink-and if we're going to stay up, I must have some
tea. I'll go down and make some. No, I can do it by
myself. You stay here, and, Howard, do, do try and
think of something. Try and find out how much money
well have left-and everything/'
When she returned with the tea, he was still sitting in
the same huddled fashion. "Listen, I've been thinking,"
she began, almost gaily. But seeing him there, a lar^e
melancholy heap of man, she put down the tray, came
across, pushed him back in his chair, and stood looking
down at him, her hands still on his shoulders.
"Do you love me?" she asked.
He found this question as difficult as ever, but this
time there was none of that masculine impatience or
grinning tolerance. "As a matter of fact, I do," he told
her in a shame-faced mumble, "but I don't feel this is
the time to say so."
"Of course it is. Why not?0
"Well, I've let you down. I've let you down badly.
I've been a fool. I'll admit I have. But I never liked
the business, you know that, don't you? If it hadn't
been for the cursed War, I'd never have gone into it.
Not my style at all. I always hated it really-Angel
Pavement and all those damned furniture places and
sniffling East End Jews, and the whole thing. I've tried
my best, but it's always gone against the grain. I'm
not excusing myself, mind, though, honestly I think any-
body might have been let down the same way by that
artful devil. Smeeth-and he's been in business all his
life-never had a suspicion. He was more surprised than
I was. And a fellow I talked to at the club said he'd

